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Our boys know that Franco began the fight with
the assistance of Moorish mercenaries, with the
soldiers of the Foreign Legion, and with Italian and
German Fascists who were disguised in the uniform
of the latter. They know, because they are in the
movement themselves, that we are not paid for our
articles, our work, our propaganda for the party.
They know that the foreign volunteers have often
had to overcome the greatest difficulties in getting
to Spain, that they have been promised nothing,
and that they need expect no pecuniary advantages.
Hence the cordiality, love, and admiration that
goes out to us foreigners, and often fills us with
embarrassment.

The Spaniards are a people of minstrels and
story-tellers; they are already weaving legends
around the International Battalion, as they sit round
their reeky log-fires of an evening. In these stories,
the soldiers of the International Battalion are
already being transfigured into demi-gods and are
compared to the Cid and the knightly heroes who
once expelled the Moors from Spain. In fact, the
narrator often seems to forget that he too has
already spent five months at the front, although it
must be granted that the boys of the International
Battalion, stationed always at the most threatened
sectors, have set an example to all of courage, self-
sacrifice, and discipline.